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" It's best to shave, or the hair won't grow again."
" Mamma promised to cut my hair with scissors," NataKa
said, smiling in her embarrassment, and she dexterously
threw a snow-white, heavily blued kerchief over her
head.
She, his wife and the mother of Mishatka and Poliushka,
was at his side. For him she had decked herself out and
had washed her face with soap. Hurriedly flinging on her
kerchief, so that he could not see how unsightly her hair
had become since her illness, sitting there with her head
bent slightly to one side, she looked so pitiful, so uncomely,
and yet so beautiful, beaming with some pure, intrinsic
beauty. She always wore high-standing collars, to hide
from him the scar which disfigured her neck. It was all
done for his sake. ... A tremendous flood of tenderness
swept over Gregorys heart. He wanted to say something
warm and kindly to her, but he could not find the words
and, silently drawing her to himself, he kissed her white,
lofty brow and mournful eyes.
Never before had he spoilt her with a caress. All her life
Aksinia had stood in her path. Moved by her husband's
display of feeling, flaming with agitation, she took his hand
and raised it to her lips.
For a minute they sat without speaking. The western
sun threw livid rays into the room. The children were
playing on the steps. As they sat they heard Daria take
the well-baked pipkins out of the oven, and say dis-
contentedly to her inother-in-law . "I'm afraid you haven't
been milking the cows every day. The old one is yielding
less milk, it looks like."
The herd returned from the pasturage. The cows lowed,
the lads cracked the hairy lashes of their whips. The village
bull bellowed hoarsely and spasmodically. His silky chest
and steep, moulded back were bitten to blood by clegs.
The bull shook his head angniy; raising the Astakhovs'
wattle-fencing on his short, wide-set horns as he went along,
he flung it down and trampled across it. Natalia looked
out of the window and said:
" You know, the bull retreated across the Don as well.
Mother said that as soon as firing began in the villages he
swam straight across the river from his stall, plunged into
the reeds, and hid there the whole time."
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